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Incidentally
in this modern age of mechanization we wonder if S. Claus is collecting
old age compensation. Well, anyway, we hope your Christmas was a
merry one and your New Year bright and cheery — for a change. We
would also like to thank the kind friend who endowed us with a subscription to Mad magazine. We are deeply indebted.
But enough of this rambling. Here we are again, with what we consider an even better issue than last time. Briefly, we have two humorous
and two serious pieces: An Invitation by Simon Yang and Old Man
Klammer by Jerry Huelsman — serious, A Short History of Texas by
Debby Wawrzyniak and Some American History: Fragmented by Mary
Mattingly — humor.
Of poetry, there is Day by O’kane, a departure from his usual modern
style to the alliterative style of the past; Futility by Patricia Mullins;
Milk Creek Ran Red by Brother Michael Morris (the welcome return of
a pleasant radical poetrywise); Christmas at Checkpoint Charlie by A. S.
Dumont Jr. (Berlin 1961); and The Invitation by Ginny Beatty.
Our special feature for this issue is M is for Monster, a trio of stories in
the Ray Bradbury vein, on a central theme. These three stories were

written by Audey Park and illustrated by George Villani. Speaking of
George Villani, this issue marks a farewell for two of our more regular
illustrators. Both George and Bob Antonick (who served Exponent as

Art Editor for two years) are January graduates. While on the subject
of artists, we think ours contribute greatly in enhancing both the magazine and its contents.
Before we leave you to pastoral browsing through the snowy meadows

of the winter Exponent, we would like to make a request. Any of you
who would like to see your own writing in print, please submit it. It
does take manuscripts to make a magazine. Again, Happy New Year
and happy reading.
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I soon found myself standing silent.
It was the loneliest winter I have ever experi-enced, but in this darkness of a lonely memory

illustrated by Dan Spillane

As they helped each other cart the luggage down
the corridors they shouted gleefully, “Good-bye..

It is so

Merry Christmas.” As for me, many thousands

poignant it seems to have cast a shadow over all
that surrounded it and leaves it as the deepest

of miles from home and having only left there

impression of my remembrance of that winter.
The class rooms had closed for Christmas recess

with some envy and much self-pity.

Friday afternoon. The dormitory becamea flutter

Christmas!”
“Have a good time, Simon.”
“Tm sure I will.”

there shines a bright light of warmth.

of joy and confusion, everyone was overjoyed by
the thought of going home. Cars were crowded

less than half a year ago, I admired their happiness
I forced a

smile and shouted with pretended joy “Merry

behind the building, bags and suitcases littered

If it were not for the pride within me I would

the corridors along with waste paper, magazines,

have let my tears run down my cheeks. I couldn’t

old clothes and cardboard boxes abandoned by

remain in the hall until everyone left. If I did

the overwhelmed boys.

They threw things away

remain I would find myself standing silent against

as if heaven had descended and no worldly life

the light shining from the French window at the

would continue.

end of the long corridor, alone among the dis-

3

carded piles of waste paper and cardboard boxes.
I went into the empty library and found the

I wished I could cry aloud to relieve myself from
this fearsome silence, but somehow the silence

only brother still at his desk in his little office

seemed so great that I dreaded to utter a sound for

behind a glass partition. He gave me a faint salute

fear of hearing the echoes come laughing back at
me.
I must have slept more than fifteen hours, yet
I did not want to get up because life would
again become so purposeless. I read there, lying
in bed, until a coming headache forced me to get
up. I felt tired, completely exhausted.
During the days that followed I went several
times a day to the mail box looking for the gift
my parents should have sent me. But all that
came was two cards from distant shores far across
the seas. How I missed my teenaged friends in
Italy and on the island of Formosa. Filled with
despair I walked to the mail box for the second
time that day. Inside lay a tiny white envelope.
I thought it was another Christmas card, but the
return address was completely strange and un-

and a seemingly helpless, sympathetic smile. I
wished I were in a large city where I could walk
the streets and mingle with the crowds or go to

the public library, which would surely be open for
most of the vacation. If nothing else I could go
to the movies. But the city was five miles away,

too far without a car. So, being new to the place,
I had not the dimmest notion of how I would
spend the long and desolate two weeks.

Not having the heart to read anything, I walked
back to my room. The floor was empty and quiet,
so quiet that it seemed an impossibility that only
a few hours before it had teemed with inhabitants.
I walked down the corridor hearing only the
echoes of my own footsteps and an occasional

rustle of paper when I happened to kick into a
waste pile.
Arrangements had been made for me to eat my
meals in a small motel across the road. I felt I was
lucky, since the school cafeteria would be closed
and there were no restaurants near-by. I walked
along the concrete driveway on my return from

supper. There was not a soul in sight. All the
brothers were in Chapel and I could hear the
hushed murmer of their devout worship. The surroundings were undisturbingly quiet and peaceful.
The red flush of the evening sky reflected from the
gothic windows of the century-old castle-like
building. The grass was turning yellow, touched

known.

I had never seen nor did I know the

persons who had sent this card.
There on the back of the envelope, written in

a delicate feminine script was the name and address: Mrs. Marie Nolan
2112 San Antonio Ave.
Austin 5, Texas.

with brown. Even during the spring and summer
it was hard to keep the grass green, due to the

Who could this be, I wondered. I had no friends
in town. Partly because of the city’s distance and
partly because of my language barrier, I had only
entered the city twice since my arrival and these
only to obtain some of my dormitory needs. I
turned the envelope over to be sure it was for
me. Yes, it was, even my initials and room number
were on it. Quickly I opened the envelope and

sandy hills and dry weather of this, the “Lone

read the invitation within.

Star” state. Beneath a gentle hill a path wound

into a thick dark hush of short evergreens. I
walked along this winding path until I found a

Dear Simon,
Hearing from brother that you have not made
plans to go elsewhere during Christmas, we would

rock to sit on and watch the red and golden clouds

like very much to have you spend some evenings

gradually change into hazy blue and fade into the
dark edge of the Western sky. I wished that I
could share it with a companion.
took out my stationary and tried to write home.
The building was so quiet I could hear my own
breathing. I wished the other boy who had re-

with us and share the joy of the season with our
family. Please let me know if you would like to
come and give us.a ring. My telephone number
is HI 7-1825.
Mrs. Marie Nolan
I was surprised and astounded with happiness
and gratitude. I ran all the way back to my room,

mained behind had not gone to San Antonio to

so filled with joy that I felt ecstatic.

visit a friend. He couldn’t go home either. We

loneliness seemed gone and the outlook of future

could have talked and done some things together.

years in this country as a foreign student broad-

I came back to my room, tried to read, then

4

All my

ened. All my doubts and fears vanished into the
clear blue sky. The only thing I could think of

was to thank someone. But who? Just any American, that was who. A half hour later I had calmed
down enough to recollect my thoughts, but there

was still excitement within me and a quiver in my
voice when I called Mrs. Nolan. The day finally
came after much anxious and joyful waiting. I
carefully put on my Sunday best, including a
white shirt which could have stood a microscopic
inspection for dust and passed. My shoes were
shined so brightly that I could have used them as
a mirror had I wanted to. Later I was glad for
this careful preparation, for, instead of a middle-

was. To put it in the typical American slang, “I
almost flipped.” I remember muttering some
words of thanks and greeting, but was never able
to recall them.
If there was one meal that was enjoyable above
all others, it was that first home-cooked American

meal. The joy and genuine friendship I received
that evening will remain in my memory as vivid
an image as the evening itself.
It has been three years since I first came to this

country and in these years I have been invited to
countless homes

during vacations and_ feasts.

aged woman, as I expected Mrs. Nolan to be, I

Everytime I go, I go with a heart full of thanks
for the family I am about to visit and for
the many other American families who have so

saw a beautiful girl in her late teens approaching.

often opened their generous hearts to make me

“I’m Linda, my mother sent me to pick you

Southern accent. At this point I felt so flattered I

and so many other visiting students so much at
home. It is these people who have helped soothe
away the pains of homesickness. As more and
more I was invited, I found this longing for home

was sure I had grown a couple inches. Only a boy

vanishing until I felt I was no longer alone in

in my experience could understand how happy I

this country.

up.”

She spoke with a direct, typical, flattering, soft

“psst . . . EXPONENTS?”
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Christmas At Checkpoint Chat
A.S.DUMONT JR.
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The Muscovite stands at the Brandenburg gate

‘

And looks to the west in his spite,
<p
On this twelfth month in the year of Our Lord = *
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No more will their lives be defiled.

The bedraggled couple hopefully wait
While the night grows dark and intense,
A star beams its light on the barrier gate

And the air smells a bit like incense.
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The gift that the pair want to give to their babe

If the gate should open a while

Ray

=

The man and his wife with the shadows are cloaked,
The woman is heavy with child,
2
When the guard turns his back thru the gate they will pass,

Was given to the world in a cave in the east
When a Virgin gave birth to a child.
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No one shall pass him tonight.

The American soldier stands at his watch
And bitterly curses his fate.
He glares at the Russian on watch in the east
While the Russian glares back at the gate.
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The Iuuttation
Come sit with me, and we will sing.
And all the day, our music,

Like waves and breakers flowing from the sea,
Will wash the earth.
And we will see the land created, beautiful and

strong,
With all her troubles, all her worries,
Gone.
And on the wind, the music of our love will ride.
Come sit with me.
Come sit with me, and we will talk.
And in the twilight, birds,

Their wanderings complete,
Will find their homes of mud and twig,
And sleep.
And we will share this mystery, you and I,
And a thousand others, there are no bounds.

And our talk of love will make them clear.
Come sit with me.
Come sit with me, and we will love.

And in the evening, we,
Our restless laboring o’er,

Will hear the song of Love, will hear Him speak.
And in the magic of that sweet Embrace,
Who, by His strength, can banish all our fears,

Will plan a new world, you and I,
Together.
Come sit with me.

Ginny Beatty

illustrated by Marty Briede

illustrated by Al Lochtefeld

old man
Klammer
John Klammer was an elderly man, and he
looked every bit of his seventy years. In earlier

times he had been considered handsome, but now
his features, wrinkled and sagging, his bushy white
hair and grizzled face always in need of a barber
made him almost comical. He was a thin person,

not very tall, and he walked with a slight limp
from an old wound. Mr. Klammer lived alone
in a big city. He had no relatives and was very

poor, subsisting on a small pension from the govHi
S

ernment. He spent most of his time in a small

room he rented near a railroad trestle in a slum
district.

HE WAS A PITIFUL SIGHT.
He entertained himself almost every night by
playing solitaire with an ancient deck of cards
that he carried with him constantly in his shirt
pocket. The cards were made up of several different decks, and they varied in color and design,
but all fifty-two cards were there. He played solitaire every night except Saturday, when he walked
three blocks and splurged in Jimmy’s Tap Room,

a run-down bar where he spent approximately one
dollar on beer and pretzels. He looked forward to
Saturdays, because he always enjoyed himself at
Jimmy’s.

Jerry Huelsman

Every Saturday night Mr. Klammer limped

into Jimmy’s and greeted everyone. No one ever
gave much response to him because they considered him to be an old fool. Instead they looked
around at each other and made gestures to the

effect that he was crazy, and occasionally some-

knew nothing of good taste in clothes, but he
thought he looked pretty snappy.
When he walked into Jimmy’s the smell of
stale beer and cigarettes almost stifled him, but he

greeted everyone the same as always. Before he

one quipped aloud, which always resulted in an

reached his favorite booth, the barroom broke into
an uproar of laughter, and Mr. Klammer turned

uproar of laughter from the other customers. Mr.
Klammer never fully realized that the younger
men were actually making fun of him and that
they thought of him as a funny old be-whiskered

filled air he saw everyone in the bar turned toward him, and they were laughing like mad men.
‘They laughed and laughed, they pointed at his

to see what was so hilarious. ‘Through the smoke

bum, but he somehow suspected it. Still, he gave
no hint of his suspicions, and he always greeted

clothes, and they made cruel remarks. Whenever

everyone with a smile. He especially greeted
Harry, the bartender. Harry was truly his friend

crack, and the room filled with another blast of

and he knew that Harry would never ridicule
him.

ingly. After awhile he hardly heard the noise, and

Every Saturday night Mr. Klammer shuffled
into Jimmy’s and took a seat in a booth. He
preferred to sit at the bar with the other men, so
he could talk to them, but the stools were too

high and uncomfortable. Whenever he sat down
in a booth, the people already there soon left. Mr.
Klammer tried to be friendly, but people didn’t
seem to like associating with him. Harry occa-

sionally came over and said a few words to Mr.
Klammer, but he was usually busy behind the bar.
So every Saturday night, after a week of confine-

ment in a dusty room, John Klammer splurged by
sitting alone in an empty booth in Jimmy’s Tap

Room. He drank his beer and ate his pretzels,
and he watched the other men.

Mr. Klammer

wished the men would laugh and talk with him,

but they would not.
One Saturday night Mr. Klammer decided that

he would wear his best clothes to Jimmy’s. He
reasoned that perhaps the men would have more
respect for him if he dressed better. ‘The more he
thought about it, the more certain he was that
this idea would help him be more popular. But
he didn’t realize that his double-breasted suit with
pin stripes was out of style. He didn’t realize that

the extremely wide tie with the deer’s head design
was out of style either, or that the brown suit and
blue tie didn’t match. And he didn’t realize that

the

laughter

quieted,

someone

made

another

laughter. Mr. Klammer watched them disbelievthe faces of the laughing men looked like many
imps and demons, and they seemed to spin and
dance in front of him like a nightmare. He walked

dejectediy to a booth and tried not to look embarrassed.

Finally the men forgot about Mr.

Klammer and went on with their drinking and
smoking.

Mr .Klammer sat in the booth by himself, with
his best clothes on. He sipped his beer quietly,
and nibbled on his pretzels. He reached in his
shirt pocket and took out his cards, and he started

to play solitaire. A fat man at the bar became
curious, and waddled over to watch. Mr. Klammer

looked up, and saw a greasy, larged pored face

smirking down at him. The man didn’t say anything for a moment, and his expression was blank.
Occasionally his tongue darted in and out through

h's teeth, searching for whatever food particles or
other treasures it could find. ““That’s a mighty
fine deck o’cards you got there,” he finally said
loudly. With that the bar room exploded with
laughter once more, but this time Mr. Klammer

didn’t look at the faces. He looked down at the
table, at the cards and beer and pretzels. He made

no move and no sound, and his face was partially
hidden by his crumpled hat. A tear fell on one
of the old cards, but no one saw it except Mr.

Klammer. He slowly rubbed it with his finger in
a circle until it disappeared. Then he shuffled out

the wide brim. His whiskers seemed longer than

of the bar, and he looked at no one and said
nothing, not even to Harry.
John Klammer didn’t go to Jimmy’s Tap Room
anymore. He played solitaire in his room every

ever, and he was a pitiful sight.

night, even on Saturdays.

the crumpled hat with the small hole in it looked
ridiculous with his bushy air squirting out under
Mr. Klammer

SOME AMERICAN HISTORY: ®
mary mattingly
fragmented

The KKK kept ruining bed sheets.

We do not begin at the beginning. It saves
time that way. After two English stock companies
divided North American at a board meeting,

in 1628, the Massachusetts Bay group came across
with their charter, prosperity, and John Cotton,

for war bonnets. This did not make for an ideal

and by 1680, New England was famous for Harvard and nineteen executed witches.
In the eighteenth century, since God had “let
Newton be,”’ all reputable philosophers were busy

inter-group relationship, but the tobacco culture

searching for the universal man, but they paused

James I sent his license and John Smith to Virginia, where Powhatan’s men were dying feathers

grew in time to save Virginia, and Pocahontas did

long enough to let Alexander Pope tell them all

likewise for Captain Smith. Later, not to be out-

about it... in heroic couplet. Innate depravity

done, the Pilgrim leaders signed the Mayflower

had gone out of vogue with the Puritan Common-

Compact “In the name of God, Amen.” and im-

wealth, and with the tabula rasa, progress became

mediately jumped ashore to chisel 1620 in Plym-

the most important product. Meanwhile, back in

outh Rock. As that was the only chiselling they
knew how to do, they never prospered. However,

the colonies, though the trans-Atlantic mail was
somewhat less than rapid, John Locke’s Two

10

photo by Herb Fox

Treatises of 1690 did reach us in time, so that we

could have a properly applied revolution with the
appropriate theoretical background. But it must
be remembered that as early as 1765, the colonists
themselves were tired of licking stamps, and by
the time the Boston Massacre was followed up by
the tea party, they were really tired. Then too,
Patrick Henry kept hearing those chains clanking

thing that he couldn’t even surrender in person.
After

the

war

was

over,

Jefferson,

Adams,

Franklin and others of similar ilk had more time
during the Thurmidor to devote to writing, so
they called a convention to revise the plot of the

Articles of Confederation, which had by then

proved to be a thirteen-state fiasco. The convention over, Franklin decided that the gilt half-

on the plains of Boston, even though he was in

sun on Washington’s chair was “rising, and not

Richmond, Virginia, and we published both Common Sense and the Declaration of Independence

persuasive little papers;

in the same year, so the war had to go on. We

land got its supreme law, which later gave Chief

won though . . . Cornwallis said as much at York-

Justice John Marshall some dicta about which to

town, though he was so upset about the whole

obiter.

setting;”

Publius started publishing some
and consequently,

the

Washington said farewell in over five

11

thousand five hundred words, and Jefferson came

choking from all that alkali dust in its lungs, and

in to explain about a reasonable majority to all

while the Puritan gestalt splintered before the

those Federalist-Republicans.
Nineteenth century America came in on romanti-

frontier-imposed pragmatism, democracy was coming out of the American forest in accord with F.

cism and went out with naturalism, but managed

J. Turner’s chromosome-rejection idea. Then the

to squeeze in an Industrial Revolution, a westward movement, and the Civil War in the interim.

human race really started to move along. “Darwin made an escalator” out of the static chain of
being, and many wanted to get off right then,
especially men like Stephen Crane, who felt that
somehow his nose was being dragged away from

After declaring that “the railroad rides on us,”
Henry Thoreau got off the track and headed fer
Walden Pond in order to face the essential facts

of life.

But Stephen A. Douglas kept pushing

railroads until

Kansas was bleeding, at which

point the background for Stephen Vincent Benet’s
John Brown’s Body began to materialize. ‘Then,
at a little past the mid-century mark, Southern
cotton raisers and Northern wheat-raisers got to-

gether, at which point “they raised hell.” ‘Then
Grant started describing the Shenandoah Valley
to Sheridan in terms of crows and rations, and

the cheese of life, just as he was about to nibble;

and who brought Maggie out into the streets, but
could not keep her away from the gutters. Others,
however, trusted to future experience, and sure

enough, truth kept happening to an idea, just
like William James said it did. Post Civil War
America had gone from gold to gilt. Architecturally, neo-gingerbread was all the style, cactus

nah as a Christmas present, it was only a matter

plants grew about transplanted French chateaus,
and though the last real round-up had, by and

of time.

large, become an accomplished fact, the Western

In the aftermath, though the Klu Klux Klan

tribe did not die, but faded away into the tele-

kept on ruining bed sheets, young America was

vision screen.

after Sherman offered Linco!n the city of Savan-

o
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“don’t you think these half-tone

dots are in awfully close proximity?”

Ultimate of Ant

Sculptured by a lethal cloud
Barren, desolate, twisted sight
Of steel bent in a submissive bow

Of steel scorched by a flaming jeer
Of the crimson stained artists’ signatures
creators of this mornful cenotaph
OF their sharp, distant, dreadful cries

man
woman
child
In a fear torn moment
Belore their fleeting atoms
Scurried across the horizon

Ted Lampe

In search of the sunrise

A glorious dawn
Eternity.

I possessed the equinox, purple,
I was green tinged, mauve and green.

EQUINOX POSSESSED

Oh confused child, confused mind

that read cataclysms in scraping rocks
where none are in the equinox.

For I possess it.
Star-splashed tapestry, it is of the finest—

something yet cools me, not the warmth, the green, the plox
the breath, the dross, the hung spanish moss
of my heart—
equinox must be fed.

Ked by the honking of silver splashed geese, cygnets immortal
the pheonix feather on the wind
devours and leaves nothing but the green.

I love the yellow light carressing the ground,
that is part of the night.
Where there is light, the green can’t grow,

high of low tide in a
purple green evening.

BRO. MICHAEL MORRIS S.M.

Dawn slashed the face of night
Forging four red furrows flaming
Low above the mountains. The

Creatures that crawl by night
Retired to roost and rock to rest.

Day danced in little dust devils,
Dainty droplets of dust made
Diamond bright. The creatures
Of the sun soared from slumber
To alert awakeness and so aware

Went wending their wild ways.
The sun stepped smartly over

The doorsill of the mountains
Into the dun-hued deserts domain,

And once there it began to
Pace purposefully across the pale
Blue burnt bronze arc of heaven.
Nodding a noble farewell

The sun slipped slowly seaward
And ordered the onyx blanket
Of night. Softly sighing sliding
Down the mighty mountain’s majesty
A whispering waking wind wends its
Cooling caress to the cradled earth.

Dainty diamonds dance deliriously down
The sky.

This is the birth and death of day.

SUNSET
a lark hung suspended on a single high note
then dove toward the earth
and

the first star of evening peeped shyly into the faint purple of evening
twinkling in the blue-violet sky
and

black against the red low sky of coming night cattle grazed
heavy with milk moving toward the barn
and

i walk slowly across the hill and through the woods
dusk with red glow turning to faint pink
and

the sun is gone leaving only a flush of color on the horizon
deep somber tones of black and purple sliding over like a
blanket
and

the stars light to join their brother the adventuresome one of evening
and stars float down into the fields and mists of night
and
fireflies wink briefly and often near the river and in the fields
and the sheep move quietly aside as i pass among them
and

a night hawk cries on high
the owl hoots in the woods on the hill
and

i see ahead the light of home
warm and yellow and friendly
and
a woman greets me there in a kitchen furnished with warm smells of food
and painted with the laughter of children
and
the world is well
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IS FOR
MONSTER
THREE
SHORT
STORIES WITH

ONE CENTRAL THEME

AUDEY PARK

A SMALL ONE
We were sitting in the lounge chairs on the
club porch sipping beer when Steve said, “Say,
Mike, did you know we have a monster here?”

“Is that right?” I said and kept right on sipping.
“Some kind of water monster,” Steve continued

and pointed a skinny finger at the lake. “Supposed to hang out there in the cove.”
“That’s nice,” I said and asked myself what any
respectable monster would be doing in Charles
Mill Lake. Swampy bayous, yes. Even in the
sewer lines in Lake Erie. But not in little, sunny
Charles Mill.

Besides, | had come up here with

Steve to spend one lazy weekend, drinking beer
and sailing. We were going to just let the boat
drift in the evening and sleep out on the lake and
see where we wound up in the morning. The
place was that tame and unbothered, and I just
wasn’t in the mood for anything but sheer tranquility and a quiet drunk.
“Look, I’m not kidding,” Steve said.

I guess

I shouldn’t have smirked because that offended
his honor. “Well, darnit, I don’t really know
there’s a monster out there,” he conceded, “but
I’ve heard quite a few reports of people seeing it.”

“What is it?” I asked and reached for another
beer.

“‘Some

kind of Creature-From-The-Black-

Lagoon sort of thing?”
“Roughly, yes,” Steve said and followed suit to
the carton. “Just last month a couple of guys
were fishing near the cove and they heard something in the brush. They said it was about the
size of a bear and when they chased it, it dove
under the water and didn’t come up again.”
“Maybe it had big lungs.”
“Okay, but about two weeks ago a fellow who

lives across the
there and he
seemed to grab
overboard.”
“Did he see

lake was paddling his canoe near
said something all of a sudden
his paddle. Darn near pulled him
anything?’ I rolled the beer can

across my forehead. At the rate I was going, I’d

have a Florida tan by Sunday.
ri eae

“Well, couldn’t he have gotten the paddle
tangled in some weeds and the movement of the
boat ‘grabbed’ it out of his hand?”
“Mike,” Steve snorted, “the water’s twenty feet

deep there.”
“Okay,” I sighed.
“Besides, there’s more.”’

“Continue.”
“You know that road over there? Well, this guy

around as if someone had hold of the bumper and

remainder of my beer, and said, “Well, maybe it
was some joker in a skin-diving outfit.”
‘““He’s going to movea car five feet?”
“Well,” I shrugged, “maybe after an hour of
sitting on a muddy bank, the car just sort of slid

was bouncing it up and down. He yelled for

down.”

whoever it was to stop and when it finally did,

“Not down the bank,” Steve said indignantly.
“Up the bank. And it didn’t slide.”

parked over there to go fishing. After about an
hour, and I talked to this guy and this is what
he told me, he had just gotten back in when all

of a sudden the car starts shaking and jumping

he got out to tell this character off, since he was
properly teed off.”
“That figures,” I said, trying to stifle a foamy
grin.

“So he got out and guess what he found?”
“Two of his old high school buddies?” I suggested.

“No, dammit, and you’re not taking this seriously!’’ Steve shot.
“All right, okay, I apologize. Go on.”

“Well, there were footprints, all soggy and
soaking, that led from the lake, around the car,
and then back into the lake. Now get this: those
footprints were like humans’, but they were
webbed between the toes and the toes were long
and pointed. Then this guy checked his car and,

“You have a point there,” I said and we sat

there looking out at the lake and the boat tied
up there at the dock.
After awhile, Steve got up and said, “I’m getting
hungry. How about frying up that hamburger

we brought?”
“Good idea,” I said and we trooped into the
clubhouse.
I guess the first thing I noticed was the refrigerator door wide open and the meat wrapping
torn to bits and scattered all over the kitchen.
‘Then I saw the footprints, wet and muddy, lead-

ing in and out the back door. I stood there
looking at them and then Steve stepped over and
closed the refrigerator.

damn, the car had been moved five feet sideways.

“Mike,” Steve said quietly, “about that sleeping

Not just slid sideways, but picked up and moved
over. Now explain that, skeptic.”

out in the boat tonight .. .”
“It does look like it’s going to rain like hell,

I though awhile, long enough to swallow the

doesn’t it?” I said.
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A LITTLE LARGER

Like medieval blood-letting, the sound of nO
dripping was persistent, sinister, a methodical
eternal thing that encompassed him until he felt
he was wallowing in a dense fog. Damn, he

thought, and he groveled forward on his belly,
he could slit an artery and never feel it with all

this water in here. It splashed down on his hair
and ran in little tearstreams down his face and
neck and under his collar. Sure, caves were wet,

but here it was almost difficult to distinguish mud
from the falling water.
On second thought, he decided, he would feel

it if he cut himself. It would be the only warm
trickle down here. He stabbed his light forward
and saw the glisten of a limestone formation ahead
in the impossibly small passage. Well now, he
thought, that was the first decent thing he’d seen

in this branch. Maybe there was something worth
while in here after all.
His arm sang to the elbow in a pocket of mud
and he dragged himself over it, scraping his back
on the ceiling and feeling his knees sink into it.
He groped forward, wiping the ooze from the
torch lens. ‘The floor made a slight dip down-

wards and he could see the glistening limestone
clearly, a pair of stalactites and stalagmites, alosMD
identical, the points nearly touching their mates.

Only inches long, to be sure, but what excited him
was the yawning blackness beyond them. It could

only mean a room, an abrupt widening and
heightening of the cave.
He extended his torch into the looming darkness. “Lordy,” he thought, “will Corey be tickled

to see this!” The room seemed better than sixty
feet long and a good forty wide. The ceiling was
high enough to let any man stand and covered

with drollops and nodules of red and green, discolored by mineral deposits over a millenium of
absorption. The perpetual water was a glossy
sheath, falling like mist and collecting in a black
pool in the center of the room.

Exalted, he inched past the mated limestones,
careful not to bruise their delicacy. His fingers
touched spongey mud and he wriggled loose until
his fect were free. He stood in the room, his room,

swinging the torch around. The walls were
fringed with the same perfect formations that he
had crawled over in the entrance, standing, hang-

ing like church steeples and grave monuments.
The pool of water quivered like a naked body,

his torch light dancing off the minute splashes,

Even knowing he had a repeat customer would

dark and unknowably deep. He spun the light

help cheer the day.
“No, this is the first time I’ve been here, but

about, suddenly laughing and grinning. It wasn’t

a big place, this room, but those exquisite little
formations were a helluva good tourist attraction.
Yessir, he thought, he and Corey were going to
make a mint this year, and he was seeing it first!

Like a young god, he walked around his room.
‘There was more to it than this, he realized. All
that water falling for centuries has to accumulate
somewhere. Deep though it may be, the pool

I can appreciate your concern.” ‘The man smiled
slightly and extended his hand. “I teach Geology
at State. My name’s de Paul. John de Paul.”
“I’m Bill Corey. Glad to meet you. . . is it
professor?”
“Professor, yes.”
Corey shrugged his shoulders and_ grinned.

“Well, heck, in that case I'll forget the spiel and

couldn’t account for all of it. Somewhere below

let you do the talking.”

him was a river, or maybe a lake. Hey, how about

De Paul laughed lightly. “Not at all, Mr. Corey.
I demand full worth of my admission price.”
Corey chuckled. “Well, just let me know when

getting some canoes down here? How would that
be, serenading your sweetheart in a canoe a couple
hundred feet under the ground?

I blunder. Are you ready to go down now?”

It had to

“Certainly,” de Paul said. Corey opened the
door and they walked down the steps to the cool

He placed his torch on the floor and stripped off

moistness of the caves.
“How long has the cavern been open to the

The key, of course, was the pool.

drain somewhere.
his clothes.

‘There was no run-off, so the drain

was probably through a sandy bottom in the pool.
Stepping into that could be trouble, and he unraveled his rope, tied it around a column and

edged into the water. It was cold; he had expected
that. And it became deeper surprisingly fast. Five
feet from the edge of the depression, the water was

to his waist. He held the rope tightly, touching
the bottom gently with his toes, until he stood in

public?” de Paul asked.
“Actually,” Corey said switching on the corridor lights, “about fifty years. My partner, Marty
Hansom, and I bought it ten years ago from the

family that owned the property originally. We
cleaned it up, built some stairs and put in the
lights.”
“Must have been quite a job.”

the center with his shoulders under water. The

“It was,’ Corey agreed. There’s more than two

bottom felt solid, that same spongey but resistant

miles of electrical wire down here. By the way,
there’s our Grape Cluster.” He pointed to a knobular growth hanging from the ceiling.
“Very nice,” de Paul nodded.

mud.
‘There wasn’t even time enough to scream.
Corey was cautioning his lone tourist in the

waiting room. The cash register had been pathet-

“But that wasn’t the worse part,’ Corey con-

ically quiet during the day and he would have
to begin inventory on the trinkets and souvenirs
soon. There was a possibility. ‘The man was
well-groomed and respectably dressed. Possibly
the man might be interested in a_ paper

tinued. “The big job was clearing the mud out
of the passages.

We had to take it by hand,

bucket by bucket.”
‘“Mmf,” de Paul grunted profoundly.
They descended down the passages and rooms,

weight or something like that. A nice piece of

Corey pointing out delicate structures, expansive

polished obsidian, say, or maybe a chunk of that

colorings on the walls. De Paul nodded and raised

petrified wood that he had ordered from Cali-

his eyebrows, pausing occasionally to inspect a
Stalactite or peer at a calcite dribbling. A new

fornia. None of those pennants or cheap ashtrays
that were for the early summer trade.
Corey was saying, “. . . while we’re down in
the caverns, be especially careful not to touch any
of the formations. ‘These formations are the result
of thousands of years . . .”

light snapped on and the corridor blossomed into
a myriad of hanging columns, the light softly
playing and glowing around white translucency.
“We call this room the Parthenon,” Corey said.

“I realize that,” the man nodded softly.

“You can even see the fluting on some of these
formations, as if a Grecan artisian carved them

“Oh, you’ve been here before?’’ Corey asked.

for a temple.”
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“Very, very nice,” De Paul whispered.

He

stooped and squatted, stood on his tip-toes. It was

like a maze of bones standing on end, there a
white picked chicken bone, here a femur, there a

long delicate rib from some primordial reptile.
Long slender pinnacles and lean fingers groped

to the floor, glistening and sheening like a ‘Thanksgiving turkey one hour later.
Corey smiled inwardly. “Our cave isn’t the
largest, but we feel it has some of the more beauti-

ful formations of any cavern.”
“I agree with you, Mr. Corey,” de Paul said.
‘About how deep are we?”

“Eighty-two feet,” Corey answered, stepping
into the corridor, turning on new lights, clicking
off the ones in the room. “We'll go down another
level and then start up again.”
“I see,” de Paul said. “How many levels are

there?”
“Three are open,” Corey said. “We don’t know
how many levels it has. Marty feels there should

corpses of an epoch’s art.
They reached the lower level, Corey running
flat out, de Paul trying to keep pace, ricocheting
and bruising his shoulders on the walls.
“Marty!” Corey bellowed and de Paul grabbed
his arm.
‘For God’s sake, keep quiet,” , de Paul snapped.
“If the balance was that delicate, you’ll bring
down the whole cave with your yelling.”
Corey shuddered, forcing control. “Right, right.
Lost my head.’’ He worked his way over a graveyard of ruined limestone to a small split between
two massive slabs of rock. “I’m going in. You
wait here.”
“No,” de Paul said flatly. “We both go in. If
your partner is hurt, I can stay with him. You’re
the only one who could lead a help party down
to here.”
“PI buy that,” Corey nodded. “I was thinking
more of your safety.”
“Forget it,” de Paul said, peeling off his jacket

be water on the lowest level. We've been trying
to find a passage down to it.”
de Paul seemed impressed. “Where is your

and unknoting his tie. “Let’s think about Marty.”
Corey glanced at him. “Okay. Let’s go.”
Like medieval blood-letting, the sound of the

partner now?”
‘Matter of fact,’ Corey said, “he’s trying a
passage right now. Looks promising and we

dripping

haven’t been able to get around penetrating it ’til
now.”
‘Really? Could I see the passage?”
“Sure, it’s down on the next level.

Might as

well warn you, though, there’s not much to.. .”

The shudder began at the floor, spurting up-

ward. Corey took it in his knees, but it caught
de Paul in mid-step, throwing him sideways. ‘There
was a symphony of shattering columns, a canopy
of sound that rushed through the corridors, a
melodious music of ruin.
“Lord!” Corey said. “A quake!”

was persistent,

sinister,

a

methodical

thing that encompassed them until they felt they
were wallowing in fog. De Paul slithered behind,
catching an occasional glimpse of light around
Corey’s shoulders, feeling his way through the
mud,
“How do we know which way he went?” de
Paul asked.
“Standing rule,” Corey answered back. “If he
comes to a fork, he returns to the entrance and

charts it before deciding which one to take.” He

paused, breathing hard. “He’s in here. It’s only
a question of time before we find him.”
‘There was no reason to ask in what condition.
‘Time was meaningless, an eternal scream of

de Paul staggered upright, brushing flakes of

sudden pain. ‘They penetrated down, further into

stone off his suit. “Felt like it came from below.
A collapse?”
Corey blinked. “Marty! He must have triggered

the clay bowels. Here, they could see the knee
grooves Marty had left in the mud, his hand print

it!’

He turned and hurried down the corridor,

dences of the convulsion, splits in the rock and

stepping and slipping on the shards of rock.
“Come on! We've got to get him out!”

broken formations. Even the mud had wrinkled

‘They ran down the tunnels, Corey slapping the
light switches, cursing and using his flashlight
where the bulbs were shattered, past the rooms of
fallen Greek architecture, stumbling over the

“Damn,” Corey hissed, stopping.
“What it is?” de Paul asked, squirming forward
as far as possible.
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there on the wall. More and more, they saw evi-

and splattered on the walls.

“In all this ruin, those formations,” Corey won-

dered, playing the light forward.
From the ceiling and from the floor extended a
perfect pair of mated formations, cool and unperturbed. Rising from the floor, the two spires
stabbed the spaces between the hanging blades.
Like cloth cut by a giant pinking shears, the formation fitted into each other as though contrived.

would have taken his clothes . . . the hell!”
De Paul turned, following Corey’s eyes. Marty’s
rope. Tied around a rock, leading into the de-

pression, suddenly disappearing into the mud at
the center.
“Marty!” Corey howled, leaping into the hole.
“Careful, man!” de Paul yelled.

“Strangest formation I’ve ever seen,’ de Paul

said.
Corey slid forward. “There’s light ahead!’”” He
pulled himself around and over the mates, shredding his clothes. He wriggled through, cursing.
“Watch it, Professor. They're tough and sharp.”

De Paul squeezed through. Corey was on his

Corey grabbed the rope, yanking. It refused to
give. He stepped to the center, glaring at the rope
embedded in the mud. He yanked again, the rope
suddenly releasing, ten feet of slack whipping
upward. “Marty!”” he screamed. Like a frozen
wave, the horror poured into his spine. ‘There was

no mark, not a ripple in the mud where the rope

feet, splaying the light around the room. A myriad
of formations caught the light and splashed it
back like carnival mirrors. “Marty!?”

had been. He pounded, cursing and swearing, on
the spongey mud with his boot.

‘They moved, cautiously, across the room.
Marty’s torch lay on the floor, knocked over and

eous blurred motion that caught Corey with one

shining upward, the only sign of violence that
had wrenched through. Corey picked it up,
shining it around. There was no other sign of
damage. A little mud had fallen, but nothing was
broken, nothing split.

Marty’s clothes lay piled on the floor, a few
inches from a wide depression that stretched about
twenty feet in the center of the room, about five

feet deep and coated with a glossy veneer of wet
mud.

It happened, a tumultous reflex, an instantanboot raised, his mouth open in mid-bellow. The
depression opened, swallowing him, roaring back

over him. The floor jolted upward, tossing de
Paul forward. He stumbled, clawing at the pliable

mud that conculsed and twisted under him. He

screamed, diving for the entrance, pressing his
shoulders past the mated formations.
‘The entrance crashed closed, the delicate white

blades chewing into him. The floor heaved, smearing him into the ceiling, sucking his body into the

There was no exit to the room. There was only
the small slit that they had crawled through.

yawning depression with fifty thousand years of
mud and debris.

But Marty had gotten out somehow.
They stood staring at the depression. “Looks

vomiting into the caverns. A hundred feet of dirt

like it may have held water at one time,” De Paul
opined. “There’s no holes or drains. Could
have been a pool.”
Corey frowned. “Can’t understand why Marty

It belched, a massive volume of malodorous
and rock above it shattered, erupted, disintegrated,

an unbelievably colossal shape stirred beneath
Et:

Its appetite had been satiated.

A BIG ONE
It landed in the center of the Gulf of St. Lawrence, about midway between the upper finger of
New Brunswick and Newfoundland, and halfway

between the Magdalen Islands and Anticosti Island, kicking up a great gout of water and taking

a few fishing boats along with it.
“This is it,’ murmured the general with five

stars decorating his shoulders, and a series of
buttons were simultaneously pressed. Within
minutes, a vast network of electronic eyes sensed

the approaching disaster and another series of
relays automatically snapped shut.
Five minutes later, in the midst of an agonizing
silence, the radio waves bristled. ““A most serious

incident has occurred on one of our launching
pads. A contact was inadvertantly short-circuited
and we are afraid a missile was launched into your

northern area. It appears we have committed a
grave accident.”
“You're telling me,” said the general.
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Dedicated to all Texans in the hopes that they
may someday wise up and join the Union.
Texas history can be divided into three eras:

civilized parts of the United States today find tales
of Texas difficult to believe.

the first, second and third.

is near the present town of El Paso.

Some claim these to

be Spanish, Mexican and American. Actually
thesc are names given by some obscure modern
day Englishman who was assigned the difficult

The first settlement in Texas was Ysleta, which
El Paso,

you remember, was the West Texas town immortalized in the song of the same name by
Marty Robbins. But then, who remembers Marty

Robbins? This town, or settlement, it is said,

task of writing on Texas for the Encyclopedia
Brittannica. Really they mean nothing.

was founded by mistake, which is not unusual in

Vexas gets its name from an old Indian word

a state founded in the same manner. Actually it

Tejas which has been mistakenly translated as
friendship. Actually the word friendship is but

was founded as a result of an Indian attack on
Santa Fe. These early Texans said that they were
founding this place as a buffer against further

one word out of context. The whole translation

was, “I’ll be damned if I'll show these palefaces
any friendship.” This was uttered by a local chief
when the Spanish first came down the road.
Texas was discovered by Alvar Nunez Cabeza

de Vaca, a Spaniard who was shipwrecked on
Galveston Island. Of course it wasn’t Galveston
Island in those days. When de Vaca eventually
found his way back to Spanish civilization people
found his tales difficult to believe. People in

Indian attacks. Anyone who has ever seen West
Texas knows this to be a bald-faced falsehood.

No self respecting Indian would be caught dead
in this area. But it made a good front, for which
Texans are famous.

Texas is famous for the Alamo.

No, John

Wayne was not in the Alamo. The story of this
place is one of our nations larger legends. A
legend is an overly colorful fairy tale. The story

is that a group of patriots gathered at the mission
at San Antonio de Bexar and were killed defending it. This group included the famous or infamous, depending upon your viewpoint, Davy

Crockett, Jim Bowie and William Travis. Crockett had been run out of Tennessee, Bowie had

been run out of Louisiana and Travis suffered
an inferiority complex. This complex asserted
itself when he was ordered out of the Alamo by
Sam Huston, who started the whole mess. Travis

felt he had to assert himself and was killed. ‘The
story goes on to say that the Mexicans under Santa

shot down... or what?

A ShRe
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Anna were defeated at San Jacinto. Now, here we

made in Hollywood today are based on this farce.

have a discrepancy. If these Texans were so fired

When the farce was over, Santa Anna was allowed

up and remembering the Alamo, why was Santa

to go to New York and write his memoirs.

Anna allowed to retire and go to New York to
write his memoirs.
Here, then, is the true story of the Alamo.

Austin formed an American community in Texas
with the blessings of the Mexican government.
‘The Mexicans wanted to get rid of Texas. Then
Sam Huston and his wild-eyed radicals entered
the picture. Santa Anna came north to negotiate
the giving of Texas to the Americans. True he
did bring an Army with him, but have you ever
seen some of the Madison Avenue bosses or the
Hollywood moguls? They have escorts almost as
large. They too write their memoirs. Anyhow, he
wanted to unload Texas and was coming north
to do so when he was fired on from the Alamo.

As was said earlier, Texas had some Indians.
Two main tribes were prominent.
the Comanches and the Cherokees.

These were
The Chero-

kees came to Texas from Georgia. ‘They came to
Georgia from the Carolinas. Actually the Cherokees were losers from the start.

No one wanted

them really. There is an old legend about an old
fort called Old Fort Cherokee.

This legend is

another example of ‘Texas storytelling, and is not
to be believed.

So, like any self respecting general, he returned

the fire. Still he wasn’t responsible for the deaths
of all the people inside. But, giving something to
Texans, you couldn’t expect a bunch of amateur

soldiers to know which way to aim a cannon.
And the legend of Davy Crockett running into the
powder magazine with a torch is true. He was
looking for a way out of the place. And again,
you couldn’t expect an illiterate backwoodsman
to be able to read the large sign over the door.
So when Sam Huston captured Santa Anna,
well, let’s start over. Actually the battle at San
Jacinto needed only Cinamascope to make it the
first epic in American motion pictures. But, since
cameras weren’t invented, there isn’t a pictorial

record of the event. However all large scale epics
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Texas is the home of Lyndon Johnson, the vice

‘Texas was once a republic and when admitted

president of the United States. If you are a camel

to the union reserved the right to break into six
separate states. This is why everyone is so nice
to Texas. One of it is bad enough. If we had

driver in Pakistan you might get to visit him. If
he doesn’t ask you to visit him, he will shake your
hand and give you a pencil with “Vote for LB]
or Johnson” on it. This is very useful if you are
a Congolese tribesman and speak only Sanskrit.

He also owns a big ranch and names everything
LBJ. Actually his real name is Irving Melvin
Lofnofski, but could you picture a vice president
with that name?

Texans are colorful people. That comes from
the fact that there are no shade trees in Texas.

They are all sunburned. Texans used to call
themselves Texicans, but later decided this wasn’t

civilized so they modified it to Texans which
they claimed everybody else called them. Actually
this is not what everybody else called them, but
Americans are charitable people and have never
put the poor Texans wise.

Texans are friendly people. They greet each
other with great warmth. One hears such greetings as, “Red, you old snake, what you doing out
of prison?” and “Tex, you old horse thief, mean

you ain’t been hung yet?” This isn’t the real way
they say it, but the other is virtually unintelligible. The above is a rough translation. It really
sounds like, “Tex, ya ole hosstheef, ain’t they
hanged yawlyet?” This is drawled through the
nose for effect.

Futility

six, we would have added to our grain and farm

surpluses a surplus of fertilizer, end product of
Texas tales.

‘Texas also has the Llano Estacado. These were
discovered by the Spanish explorer Coronado who
staked them out so others wouldn’t go near them.

Llano Estacado in American means Staked Plains.
Coronado then went back to Spain and took the
cure.
John Wayne didn’t come from Texas, but they
can have Frankie Avalon. Actually it’s a shame he
wasn’t killed at the Alamo. Actually it’s a shame
Bobby Darin, Fabian, Paul Anka, and the rest

weren’t all killed at the Alamo or at Normandy
Beach. People might even speak kindly of Texans
if they could have arranged it. Normany beachhead isn’t in Texas, but it’s commercial enough
for a movie if it features one of todays so-called
singers.

This ends the short history and dictionary of
Texas. No, I don’t have a thing against the place.
Actually I like Texans. And we all have our little
idiosyncrasies. And ‘Texas really is only a state
of mind.

But like Confucious said, “All Texas

needs is a little water and more good people.”
But then that’s all hell needs.

What's the use of all this life

I must die anyway
What’s the use
Tell me why
Should I try

Should I work

And play
And hurt
And pray
Tell me
Tell me
Tell me
Why
What’s the use
I must die anyway.

Patricia Mullins
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The Catcher in the Rye
J. D. Salinger
Little, Brown & Co.

The first pages of this unusual book may lead
its readers to believe that the author has attempted

knowing it) for truth and goodness. On the verge
of despair, Caulfield is comforted by the love and

no more thana hilarious modern-day version of
Booth Tarkington’s Seventeen. Salinger has doubt-

understanding of his “kid sister’’ Phoebe, who

less made this book intentionally funny, but he

stands out as one of the few people in his life

meant to do more than give his audience a few

young Holden Caulfield, 16-year-old son of wealthy

who is not “phony.” In a book employing some
mighty strong language, this damning adjective
is reserved as Caulfield’s ultimate censure of the
society in which he was formed and in which he

and socially prominent parents, who takes a two

is forced to live. Educators and parents can learn

day holiday from life in the jungle of New York

much from this sympathetic portrayal of a young

City. One of the first sentences in indicative of

boy’s disillusionment.

the general tone of the book “.. . I’m not going

The book is written in a sparkling style which
will capture even the most disinterested reader.
A few of Caulfield’s observations on life seem

easy chuckles.
Written in the first person, this is the story of

to tell you my whole goddam autobiography or
anything . . . just about this madman stuff that
happened around last Christmas...” Its candid
and often vulgar language reveals a young boy’s
thoughts on a variety of subjects, among them sex,

religion, love, and sincerity. Though the book is

together with his beloved dead brother Allie,

worth quoting:

Religion: “...my parents are different religions,
and all the children in our family are athewa anes

sometimes uproarious, sometimes shocking, and

The Bible: “Take the disciples for instance. They

often poignant, it was not meant to be a “‘sensa-

annoy the hell out of me if you want to know

tional” novel in the shallow use of the term. It
is basically the story of a youth searching for
values in a seemingly valueless society. ‘There is

much here that is subtly satirical and much that
will be food for future intelligent thought. Holden
Caulfield’s struggle is the adolescent quest for

identifiation. It involves a boy who is searching
for himself and for his God. The young boy longs
to identify with the adult world but is repelled
by the hypocrisy and the decadent morality he
sees around him.

Prostitution, perversion, disphony” morality, and

honesty, surface “‘piety,

9?

“e

the placid acceptance of a dog-eat-dog, every man
for himself, philosophy of life torment a sensitive

soul who is searching (though perhaps without

the truth. They were all right after Jesus was
dead and all, but while He was alive, they were

about as much use to Him as a hole in the
head.”
Movies: “I go to the movies as seldom as I can.”

In Desperation: “. . what’s the routine on joining a monastery? Do you have to be a Catholic
and all? .. .”
There is much below the surface of the printed

page, and what lies below the surface of these
pages may well be heartbreaking and more than

a little frightening.
Summation:

Young

soul

trapped

“catchers” in the wild rye of life.

between

The Devil’s Advocate
Morris L. West
Morrow & Co., 1959

Suspensful as a mystery, more uplifting than a
sermon, The Devil’s Advocate is a rare bit of

selves, and his final act of submission to God in
‘martyrdom, remain hidden until the inquisitor

“spiritual” reading that rises a few notches above
the ordinary. Its plot is a simple and compelling

lives of those with whom he was most familiar.

one. Monsignior Blaise Meredith, austere, English,

The village’s secrets are bared to him as he comes

chilly and efficient Auditor to the Sacred Congre-

into contact with its brilliant but disillusioned

gation of Rites, has been sent by his superior,

doctor, its neurotically obsessed contessa, the old

Eugenio Cardinal Marotta, to the sultry, secretive
little town of Gemello Minore, in Calabria, Italy,
to act as Promotor of the Faith (or Devil’s Advocate) in the cause for canonization of the servant
of God, Giacomo Nerone. Initiator of the investi-

looks for the effects of the saint’s holiness in the

parish priest who has lapsed into concubinage

with his housekeeper, and a homosexual artist
(all of whom share the guilt of the saint’s death) .
Confronted with harsh realities of which he has
been too long unaware, Meredith soon recovers

gation, and pressing the cause for beatification, is

from his shock determined to help.

Aurelio, bishop of Valenta. In a country with too

many saints and not enough saintliness, both

contribute greatly to the inquisitor’s growing
humanity: his friendship with Aurelio, who

Meredith and the Cardinal regard the Bishop’s

manifests himself as a liberal, a progressive, and a

‘Two things

efforts as political conniving in an attempt to use

“hard core” reformer, and his own endeavor to

the alleged “saint” as a tool against Communist

save the saint’s son, Paulo, from seduction by the

influence in the diocese. Whether Nerone is saint,

artist. With Meredith’s development as a loving,

sinner, or combination of both, is not completely

human soul, the riddle of the saint is unfolded;

answered until the last chapters of the book, nor

and when death finally comes to the old inquisi-

is it essentially the main plot of the story. This

tor, it comes unfeared to one who has forgotten

book is rather a compassionate study of a man
confronted in the face of impending Death, with

to dread its sharpness.

the fact of his own spiritual aridness, and how

he learns in the twilight of his life, the true meaning of love.

Blaise

Meredith, suffering from inoperable

cancer with but three months to live, has done

all that God has strictly expected of him. He has
avoided temptation, he has kept the Faith. His
sacramental ministry has been adequate, his soul

untarnished by any grave sin. Yet, as a person,
he is a total failure. He has never hated anyone,

but neither has he loved. He has done no great
evil, neither has he done great good. Despairing
his failure as a man and as a priest, he obediently

accepts his final assignment, sensing that it will
somehow show him a way to reparation and to
hope. Blaise Meredith arrives in the bishopric
of Valenta, a man afraid to die. In the course of

his investigations concerning the “‘saint,” he can
ascertain but four things: that the man was a
deserter from the English army during the war,
that he had taken as mistress an attractive village
widow, that he had fathered a son by her, and
that he had been shot to death by a firing squad
composed of Communist partisans. The secret of
the saint’s conversion to God, his subsequent ef-

orts to help the impoverished villagers help them30

Cited as a good example of the “tough school
of Catholic writing,” this novel is conducive to

reflection without being “preachy.”
ters

Its charac-

(none of them exemplary, but all of them

human) have been handled with taste and com-

passion.

Its treatment of the relapsed Father

Anselmo openly decrys the unfortunate short-

sightedness of the Mediterranean Church, its political preoccupations, and its seeming indifference to the plight of its poor and half-educated
country clergy. Social and religious problems are
explored against the backdrop of a Church torn
by the forces of reaction, her hierarchy worried

and her laity embarrassed by the unrepaired sins
of a feudal ecclesiastical structure. A solution is
more than hinted at, yet the criticism is neither

bitter nor is it cynical. This novel serves up life
on an earthenware platter — it presents a realism
without distortion, human failings coupled with

human greatness. Its powerful message, superb
style, and moving passages have earned for it the

annual Brotherhood Award of the National Conference of Christians and Jews.

Now a Broadway

play, it will soon be a major movie.
Summation:

Stirring portrait of life’s meaning—

love for God through love of man.

Richard Rogers — Victory at Sea
Orchestra Suite

RCA Victor LM-2335

Belafonte at Carnegie Hall
RCA Victor LOC-6006
Harry Belafonte

THE NEW YORK described Rodgers Victory

Several years ago the flood of tripe that was

at Sea as “‘a seemingly endless creation, now martial, now tender, now tuneful, now dissonant...
memorable and tremendously moving.”

flowing through Tin Pan Alley caused a young

This recording is a distillation of the original
13 hour score. Mr. Bennett has taken the major

themes of the original and woven them into a
unified pattern which miraculously suggests the
musical wealth and fullness of the much longer

work from which they are derived.
The original was written by Mr. Rodgers who,

Negro singer to look elsewhere for material. And
so Harry Belafonte moved to singing folksongs,

Perhaps the first folksong balladeer to make a
profit, Belafonte has consistantly shown great
talent in the presentation of his material. This
recording of his Carnegie Hall Benefit Concert, if
it can be called a concert, is a giant statement of
this talent. Recording this performance is perhaps
also a statement of another kind of talent, that of

the new monster of television, was moved by the

the audio engineers who had to catch the
performance on a one-and-only-one-time basis.

impact of the films his score was to accompany.

The recording hazards were many. There were

The idea of the Victory at Sea series was that of

immense preparations and permissions to be
gained from musicians, from stage hands and from
the hall. There were the accompaniments that
ranged from a 47 piece symphony to a single
guitar. There was the problem of microphoning

after first shying away from the idea of tackling

the late Henry Solomon.

We will quote Mr.

Solomon’s impression of this recording and_ his
original idea for the series that enabled the whole
musical piece to be created.

“From the first conception, I envisaged Victory
at Sea as an integrated pictorial and musical history of the epochal events pertaining to the life
and death of those engaged in the naval action of

World War II. The films . . . were incomparable
of their kind, bringing to the eye of the audience,

a performer who roamed the whole stage, shouted,

whispered and incited the audience to group
ing. And, as stated before, there was the
lurking in the back of their minds that it was
or never, that this was a one-shot chance

singogre
then
that

couldn’t be duplicated.

the war that was fought for the aquatic two-thirds
of the earth’s surface. But there was something

The result of this experiment is here for your
audio enjoyment. For the first time, the Belafonte
magnetism with an audience has been captured

the pictures themselves could not convey, a subtle,

on record. Beginning with “Darlin’ Cora,” Bela-

spiritual dimension needed to give them — and

fonte’s usual opener and a song done with little
respect for authenticity by the Kingston bunch,
Belafonte moves through a program that includes
Negro songs, Caribbean songs, and songs from
around the world. The better part of the last side
is given to the uncut version of ‘Matilda’ in

for the first time, the war at sea as it actually was,

the entire drama — its ultimate meaning.
It is this emotional quality . . . which Richard
Rodgers’ musical captures so keenly. . . . The
music of this recording is an experience in itself,
quite apart from the pictures and narration it was

designed

to

supplement.

It

fully

justifies

VARIETY’s description . . . as ‘the finest original

which a tuxedoed and bejewelled audience lends
enthusiastic support.

work of its kind produced by an American com-

Summing up: “EVERYBODY .

poser.’ ”
Summing up: History in musical form majes-

Matilda, she take me money...’ ”

tically and dramatically presented.

. ‘Matilda,

Theatre
Don Quixote
Splendor in the Grass
Warner Brothers
Produced and Directed by Elia Kazan

. in a year dominated by foreign movies, it
is so American it makes apple pie look subversé

sive.”, reads a review of this movie directed by the

old master Kazan and written by William Inge.
It may make apple pie look subversive, but as a
movie, it is about as successful as the CIA in Cuba.

A Lenfilm Studio Production
Screenplay by E. Swartz
Produced and Directed by Gregory Kozitseu

It is, perhaps, paradoxical that so beautiful and
delicate a film as this should be the product of a
country universally disliked for its brutal and
heavyhanded advances against the free world. Yet

critics have praised this Russian version of the
Cervantes classic as the best produced.

Mr. Inge (Picnic) again writes about Kansas.

The Russian artists are often extraordinarily

But in this original screenplay about the smalltown life in this state in the ’20’s he comes nowhere near the drama he created in the ’50’s

gifted. One has only to listen to the music of any
of the Russian composers, read the writings of the

setting of Picnic.

watch the performances of Nikolai Cherkasov as
the well-meaning knight-errant Don Quixote to
witness evidence of this giftedness.
Those who go to view this movie with suspicious minds expecting to find it crammed with
devious propaganda will probably be in some
small way satisfied. However what little is there
is such that it has general application. Grigory
Kozintsev’s interpretation of the classic, using a
script by E. Shwartz, belongs in the first rank of
civilized direction.
Mr. Cherkasov’s pertrayal of the knight-errant,
who looks mad but has a noble nature, is superb.

‘The fault, of course, may not

rest entirely with either Mr. Inge or Mr. Kazan.
The American public loved Peyton Place and it
is safe to say that any film using this basic plot
structure is going to be a financial success. As
evidence of this, witness what was done to Cozzen’s By Love Possessed.
The characters in this bit of film nothingness
are all stereotypes. There is the rich boy and the
poor girl, the crippled father and the mother who
drinks. There is a constant emphasis on sex and
how, if persons don’t wallow in it, they are driven
to breakdowns. It should keep prim women’s
clubs tittering behind gloved hands.
An interesting note, the shadowy lovers used in

the ads for this piece of film sop are the same ones
used to advertise The Barefoot Contessa a few

years ago. They simply reversed the negative and
printed it sideways. See, a good gimmick is a
profit forever.
Summing up: ‘Take subversive apple pie.

likes of Tolstoy, Dostoevski, or Pasternak, or

In a world that is callous, brutal and cruel, he

lives literally by the code of the Christian gentleman. He is the great champion of lost causes.
Since the members of his household love him, they
try to protect him from the world by keeping him
home. But the world away from home into which
he rides stones and ridicules him.
Although he is a finer man than they are, they
hound him. Unconsciously they sense that his
generous spirit threatens their mean existence. It
is the old conflict between idealism and reality,
both comic and tragic, and it is as pertinent in a

Soviet film as it would be anywhere.
Co-starred as the knight-errant’s squire, Sancho
| einen)

Panzo, is Yuri Tolubeyev. His portrayal of Sancho
is that of an obese, good-natured peasant with an
abundant strength of character, a man who is not

to be imposed upon.
Russian artists and intellectuals have always

been harrassed by the government, though not as
efficiently as under Stalin. “Don Quixote’ shows
that a tyrannical state does not destroy the artistic
gifts of its people. Even a free country rarely produces a film so richly endowed with spiritual

meaning.
Summing up: Ole... in Russian.

ODE TO WINTER
My nose
ls froze
And so’s
My toes

Advice is like snow; the softer it falls, the

longer it dwells upon and the deeper it
sinks into the mind.

EXPONENT

INVI1ds ‘q :ubisap

—Samuel T. Coleridge

